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After All 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


‘Do you enjoy fucking her, Slash? Does she feel better than | do? Axl said coldly, his voice dripping with venom. 


It was the first time Axl spoke to me in three weeks, since | married Renee. He'd told me | should dump her, 
that he didn't like her, that she was acting all messed up. I'd told him to shut up and forget about it. She was 
a woman, | was a man. And it's not like we had any romantic relationship going on or anything, me and Axl, we 


were just so called "friends with benefits". That was all there was to it. Two guys screwing; simply to get off. 


‘Oh, come on Axl! You know it ain't like that; | tried but | already knew it was no use. Axl wasn't paying my 
words any attention. 

He was standing in front of me with his back to me, not even considering turning around and faceing me. But | 
could sense his anger none the less. He'd almost tried to force me into breaking with Renee, and yet here we 
were. Because I'd stood my ground, because I'd wanted him to realize he wasn't going to interfere with my 


plans, or with my life. | was married and that left our former intimate relationship out of the picture for now 


on. 

As it were, Axl had been married too, and | never complained back then. | let him be with Erin, because | knew 
how desperately he longed for a family, for a child. It did feel kind of awkward, and he wasn't exactly faithful 
to her, but it was my duty. Many a night, he'd turn up at my place and one thing would lead to another. | 
always tried turning him down, but that wouldn't work with Axl Rose. That's why this all pissed me off so bad. 
So | had had to tolerate his wife back then, but he couldn't stand mine now? 


‘| always knew you were gonna betray me, Slash. | knew you were gonna get yourself somebody, anybody; he 


snarled, almost seething. 


| rolled my eyes at his dramatic display, sighing. ‘Oh c'mon, Axl. You can't honestly think you can fucking 
compare yourself to Renee? She's my wife. You're not! 


| had barely finished the sentence before he spun around, his eyes glowing with that immense anger of his. But 
there was something else there too, hidden beneath that layer. Something far softer, far smoother. | didn't 
have any time to actually recognize that other something though, because he simply snorted at me and 
stalked out after having sent me that one glare. 


A couple of days went by, and | was hanging out with Duff and Matt at Izzy's place. Of course Axl was bound 
to show up, which made me feel rather uneasy. Once the guys noticed the tension between the two of us, 
they immediately made their excuses to go out and get a drink or buy some cigarettes or whatever. Even Izzy 
left. | knew they already suspected there was something more than just a regular friend-to-friend relationship 


between me and Axl. 


At first we didn't talk to each other, didn't even look at each other. | didnt want to speak to Axl anyway. Not 
until he apologized for being such an asshole. | hadn't done anything wrong after all. So | simply remained on the 
couch, as he stood beside it. 

‘Still not gonna split with her, are ya, he stated after what felt like an eternity of cold, dead silence. He didn't 
even bother to ask me. | didn't reply to it, because he already knew what I'd say. 


When he realized | wasn't going to give him the answer he'd hoped for, he sat down beside me. | was a bit 
baffled, as I'd expected him to stalk off again like he usually did | saw him looking at me and immediately 


averted my eyes, Turning from him. 


| jumped a little when | felt his hand brushing my knee, then coming to rest there intently. | swallowed, but stil 
| didn't look at him. Also, | felt how he leant against me, his chest touching my arm. Suddenly, his breath was 
at my ear, hot and heavy. | couldn't help but shiver. 


‘Don't you want me anymore, Saul.‘ he whispered suddenly, his husky voice sending shivers down my spine, 


but | still refused to look at him. 


‘You know that ain't got nothing to do with this, Axl. Fucking's one thing, romance another; | tried, but my voice 
was shaky as | tried my best to control myself. 


‘Who the fuck told you that? Sure as hell couldn'tve been me... he mused, nibbling gently at my earlobe and 


then kissing his way down my neck. 


| choked on air, as his hand had been travelling upwards all the while we had been speaking. First, he'd been 
gently rubbing my thigh. Now, he grabbed my crotch. His touch was just enough to make it stirr, and | gritted 
my teeth. 


‘Axl, please, you know it's no use,’ | said, having to use all my power of will to reach for his hand and casually 
bat it away from me. | stood up, and ran a hand through my thick curls, trying to focus. Then | turned to him. 
His eyes were empty. I'd never seen that expression in them before. | was about to speak, but he got to it 


first. 


Fine; he stated coolly, and had | not known him as well as | did, | wouldn't have detected the disappointment. 
‘Have it your way. Go fuck your pretty little what's-her=name. You ain't never gonna get it from me again, 


you pathetic motherfucker: 


Only a few moments later, after another passing of endless silence, the guys arrived. Axl excused himself and 


hurriedly left at once, and | cursed myself inwardly. Why, | didn't know. 


This time, it took longer than I'd expected for Axl to try something again. He'd been groping me on-stage as 
usually, but that was that. We didn't talk, we didn't hang out. It was as if | didn't exsist to him anymore, as if 
I'd been erased from his memory. We went on like that for a month, perhaps more. It made me feel like shit, 


but what could | do, really? 


It was only after one of our conserts, a pretty damn good one at that, that he came up to me again. | wasn't 
prepared for him. | was sweaty, a bit drunk, a bit stoned, and just completely worn out. | was leaning against 


the wall of my loge, trying to calm down. Then he walked in 


| didn't say anything, neither did he. We didn't need to speak One second, he was standing right in front of me, 
looking so resentful, and yet fragile. There was no resent for me though, but for himself. The next, our lips 
collided, our kiss passionate and deep. | didn't respond in any other way than kissing him back, but it wasn't 


necessary. 


He pulled away, but before | had the chance to stop him - not that l'm sure | ever really wanted to - he'd 
dropped to his knees, kissing my belly and his long, graceful fingers teased me the best they could, stroking my 
crotch through the fabric of my leather-pants. It didn't take long before | was hard for him. Somehow, he just 
knew what | wanted and how | liked it. 


He untied my pants, and | let him. | closed my eyes, waiting for him to do something, anything. Instead he just 
stopped what he was doing. | looked down at him with my hazy eyes, and noticed a sly smirk playing on his lips. 


‘Do you want it, Saul? he said coyly, his voice playful yet painfully serious. | should have seen this coming. 


‘Yes, you kn---' was all | could get out before he cut me off abruptly, poking his tongue out and licking the tip 
of my cock lazily. | couldn't help but gasp loudly and buck my hips involuntarily. 


‘Oh, really? | thought you weren't gonna do this with me anymore, he continued teasing, then flicking his 


tongue out again, ever so briefly, earning himself a similar reaction to the one he'd gained before. 
‘I-I didn't know what | was saying, okay.. | breathed, finding it hard to speak, or even think coherently anymore. 


Suddenly, Axl pulled away from me, dropping his hands to his side. | couldn't help but whine in protest, hated 
myself for letting him know just how badly | wanted him to continue. 


‘You're gonna have to do better than that, he said simply. 


| wasn't the one to apologize, but there | was; horny, drunk, high. And there he was; teasing, willing to please 
me and me alone. It all happened so fast, | couldn't help it. | needed it. 


I'm s-sorry | said that, A-Axe, just... just please d-do something.. 


‘Oh, so now you want me to do something, do ya” he moved closer again, only to give my cock one tight, wet 
suckle. | couldn't help it. | cried out loud, almost screaming. | didn't see him, but | knew he was satisfied, knew 


he was smirking at what he had just accomplished. 
‘Y-yes.. j-just d-do.‘ was all | could get out. 


Who was | kidding? | couldn't go on without him. He knew me, he knew how | felt inside, he knew how to make 
me writhe in pleasure. | couldn't leave all that for a woman. A woman who'd always remind me of him. It didn't 


matter whether we were friends or something more. Just as long as | could have whatever it was | had 


together with him. 


Apparantly, he felt secure enough to finish what he'd started. But | didn't want anymore of his teasing, so | 
locked the door. Then | pushed him up against the wall, and | took him. | took him so hard, so rough. And he 
was begging me to go deeper, thrust more eagerly. | did my best, and as soon as his climaxe came, he cried 
that high-pitched kind of animalistic cry only he knew how to make. | came hard for him, screaming his name, 


not able to muffle myself either. 


‘| knew you were gonna come back to me, he said in the aftermath, snuggling closer to me as we sat on the 


floor, exhausted. | was too tired to respond. It seemed like | was gonna divorce Renee after all. 


